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dren succeed where we have failed, and may we 
escape the curse of being a stumbling-block in their 
way! 



Is there a more inspiring sight than that of the 
ephebos of ancient Athens stepping forward to take 
his oath as he crossed the boundary from childhood 
to manhood? There he stands and swears that he 
will undertake with all the power that in him lies 
to leave his city greater and fairer than he found 
it; and none so well as the Athenians have realized 
that the fair city will never be attained apart from, 
not only individual development, but individual 
struggle. No, going with the crowd will never 
bring progress; and so he added in his oath those 
remarkable words to the effect that this would he 



do whether he stood alone or whether others stood 
by his side! 

That is the spirit we need in our children, the 
cowardice of the present age in its pitiful terror 
lest one should be laughed at or thought peculiar is 
an appaling condition for a being that has an un- 
limited range of possibility and an infinite soul. 

If then, the war will make us develop our thought 
and individuality and the striving after the design 
in which that individuality performs its own un- 
assignable part, then we too, revoicing the old 
thought of Perikles, may in our day and without 
burning shame declare — such then is my life and 
such my city that these men whom we now cele- 
brate, lest we should perish, have rightly died a 
soldier's death. 

Ian B. Stoughton Holborn 



THANKS 



Life, to you my glad heart lifts 
Thanks for these surpassing gifts: 

Evenings in some listening wood 
When the beating of my blood 
Makes the silence doubly still; 
Twilight, and some black-haired hill 
Crowned a moment with the sun; 

Birch-embroidered, cinnamon 
Sanded brooks where cardinal-flowers 
Flame unburnt through lonely hours; 
Rivers flashing like a blade; 
Daggered hawthorns overlaid 
With their white suspended snow; 



Water lilies to and fro 
Drifting like rich galleons old 
Freighted well with store of gold 
Anchored mid green mast-like reeds; 
Winged and errant thistle-seeds; 
Shaken carpets of ripe grain; 
Cool white fingers of the rain; 

Midnights by some lonely sea 
Creeping up to talk with me; 
The floating bubble of the moon; 
Languor of a summer noon 
When the climbing Sun's feet stop 
On the sky's blue mountain-top 
Till he gird himself and rest 
Ere plunging downward to the West; 



Frolic, scampering winds that play 

With the kite-clouds or that sway 

In the tree-tops or that run 

Leaping, shouting, one by one 

Over some steep cliff and skip 

On the sea, and tease some ship — 

Or wild panic winds that flee, 

Trampling, screaming horribly 

Through the shaken tent of Night; 

Earth's snow-woven cloak of white 

Round her shivering shoulders thrown. . . . 

For these pictures you have shown, 
For these bright and varied gifts 
My heart a Te Deum lifts. 

E. Merrill Root 



